Come, buy poor Sall’ys wooden ware, 
Who all tor money barters : 

My pins, my toys, my shoe - knots rare, 
My bodkins, lace, and garters. 


Hull cheap my various goods I sell, 
Through village, street, and alley ; 
In London, where I’m known full well, 

They call me little Sally. . 
In London, &c. 


Now thus from town to town I stray, 
Light - hearted, free from sorrow ; 
And, when I eat my meal to-day, 
1 care not for to-morrow. 
So ne’er again [’ll London see, 
3ut range each hill and valley ; 
Come, spend a trifle, Sir, with me, 
And think on little Sally. 
Come, spend, &c. 
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